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DRAMATIS PERSON. 


Sir JAS ER. 
Lr AN DER. 
GRE COR. 
Rog ERTr. 


Dok cas. 
CARLO T TI. 


SCENE I. 4d. 


Dorcas, and Gregory, | 
4 | Tell you no, I won't comply, and it is my 
buſineſs to talk, and to command. 

Dorc. And I tell you, you ſhall conform to my 
will; and that I was not marry'd to you to ſuffer 
your ill-humours. 

Greg. O the intolerable fatigue of matrimony ! 
Ariſtotle never ſaid a better thing i in his life, than 
when he told us, That a wife is worſe than a devil. 

Dorc. Hear the learned geatleman, with his 
Ariſtotle. 

Greg. And a learned man I am too; find me out 
a maker of faggots, that's able, like myſelf, to rea- 
ſon upon things, or that can boaſt ſuch an education 
as mine. 

Derc. An education ! 

Greg. Ay, huſſy, a regular duction; firſt at the 


charity-ſchool, where I learnt to read; then! waited 


on a gentleman at Oxford, where JI learnt—very near 
as much as my maſter; from whence I attended a tra- 
velling phyſician ſix years, under the facetious deno- 
mination of a merry-andrew, where I learnt phyſic. | 

Dorc. O that thou hadſt follow'd him ſtill! Curs'd 
be the hour wherein I arſwer'd the Parſon, I will. 

Greg. And curs'd be the Parſon that aſked me 
the queſtion! 

Dorc. You have reaſon to complain of him, in- 
deed, who ought to be on your knees every moment| 
returning thanks to Heaven for that great blefling|- 
it ffnt you, when it ſent you myſelf. 1 hope you 
have not the aſſurance to think you deſerv'd ſuch a 
wife as me. | 

Greg. No, really, I don't think I do. 

AIR I. 
Dorc, When a lady, 2 me, e to agree 


To let 2 a jackanapes taſte her, 
ould be wer ſhip 


With what zeal and care 

the fairy 

Who gives bim—what's meat for bis . “ 
His actions ſhould ſtill 
Attend on her will, 

Hear, Sirrab! and take it for warning; 
To ber be gang be 
Each "night on his knee, | 

And ſo be ſhauld be on each morning. 


| 


| 
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Greg. Meat for my mw ; you were meat. for 
your maſter, if I an't miftaken; ior, to one of our 
ſhames be it ſpoken, you roſe as god a virgin from 
me as you went to bed. Come, come, Madam, it 
was a lucky day for you, when you found me out. 

Dorc. Lucky indeed! à fellow who eats every 
thing I have. 

Greg. That happens to be a miſtake, for I n 
ſome part on't. 

Dorc. That has not even left me a bed to lie on. 

Greg. You'll riſe the earlier. 

Derc. And who from morning till night is eter- 
nally in an alehouſe. 

Greg. It's genteel, the ſquire does the ſame, 

Dorc. Pray, Sir, what are you willing 1 ſhall do 
with my family? 

Greg. Whatever you pleaſe, 

Dorc. My four little children that are contĩnu · 
ally crying for bread. 

Greg. Give dem a rod! the beſt cure in the . 
for crying children. 

Dorc. And do you imagine, ſot——— 

Greg. Hark ye, my dear, you know my temper | 
is not over and above paſſive, and that my arm is 
extremely active. 

Dorc. I laugh at your threats, poor beggarly in- 
ſolent fellow. | | 

Greg. Soft object of my wiſhing eyes, I ſhall play 
with your pretty ears. 

Dorc. Touch me if you dare, you infolent, im- 
pudent, dirty, lazy, raſcall/ | 

Greg. Oh, oh, ho! you will have it then, I find, 

[ Beets ber. 

Dorc. O murder! murder! 


SCENE ll. 
Gregory, Dorcas, and Squire Robert. 

Rob. What's the matter here? Fy upon you! fy 
upon you, neighbour, to beat your wife in this 
| ſcandalous manner. 

Dorc. Well, Sir, and I have a mind to be beat, 
and what then? 

Rob. O dear, Madam! I give my conſent with all 


my heart-and ſoul. 


Dorc. What's that to you, ade Is it any 
buſineſs of yours ? 
Reb, No, certainly, Madam. 


2ö TER MOCK 


Dore Here's an impertinent fellow for you, won't 


. FTutfer a haſband to beat his own wife ! 
AIR II. 
Go throſÞ your own rib, Sir, at here, 
Nor thus inter fete with our Hife; 
May cuckoidom ſtill be his dyom, 
Who ſtrives to part buſband and wife. 
Suppoſe I've a mind be ſhould drub, 
| boſe ond are they, Sir, bes ts lick 
At Tub ſh exprice is ity you ſerub ? 1 
Pou are met e find him a ſtick. — 
Rob. Neithbour, 1 ik your pardon heartily ; here, 
take and thraſh your wife, beat her as you ought to do. 
Greg. No, Sir, | won't beat her. 
Rob. O! Sir, that's another thing. 


DOC TOR - 
Doctor Doctor— hat's his name? 
arc. Heyl what, has the fellow a mind to ban. 
fer me? | | 
Harry. Is there no phyfician hersabouts famous 
for curing dumbnets ? 
Dore. I fancy you have no need of ſuch a phyſi. 
5 Mr. Impertinence. 

Harry. Don't miſtake us, good woman, we don't 
mean to banter you; we; are ſent by our maſter, 
' whoſe daughter has loft her ſpeech, for a certain 
phyhctan who lives hereabouts; we have loft our 
direction, and 'tis as much as our lives are worth to 
| return without him. 

Dorc. There is one Doctor Lazy lives uſt by, but 
he has left off praftifing. You would rot get him 


Greg. I'll beat her when I pteate, and will not | a Mile, to ſave the lives of a thouſand patients. 


beat her when 1 do not pleaſe. 
and not yours. 
Rob. Certainly, ESA 
Dorc. Give me the ſtick, dear hufband: 
Rob. Well, if ever I attempt to part huſband and 
wite again, may I] be beaten myſelf. 
0 CENCE: NI, 
Gregory, ond Dorcas. 
Greg. Come, my dear, let us be friends. 
Derc. What after besting me (6! 
Greg. Twas but in jeſt. 
Deorc. I defire you will crack your jeſts on your 
_ Own bones, not on mine. | 


She is my wife, 


James. Direct us but to him; we'll bring bim 
with us one way or other, I warrant you. 

Harry. Ay, ay, we'll have him with us, tho” we 
cary him on our backs, 

Dorc. Ha! Heaven has inſpir'd me with one of 
the moſt admirable inventions to be reveng'd on my 
| hangeog ! | #/ide.] | aſſure you, if you can yet him 
with you, he'il do your young lady's buſineſs for 
her; he's reckon'd one of the beit phyſicians in the 
| wortd, eſpecially for dumbneſs. 

Harry. Pray tell us where he lives. 
Dorc. You'lk never be able to get him out of hi; 
own houſe ; but if you watch herteabouts, you'll cer- 


Greg. Plha! yon know, you and I are one, and F| tainly meet wizh him, for he very often amvuics him- 


beat ohe haf of myſelf when 1 beat vou. 

Doc. Yes, hut for the future 1 deſire you will 
beat the other half of yourſelf. | 

Greg. Come, my pretty dear, I aik pardon, I'm 
ſorry fort. 2 47 | 

Dorc. For once I pardon yeou-—bur you ſhall pay 
for it. — ä | 

Greg. Pſha'! oſha!” chile; theſe are only little af. 
faite, heeeffiry in friendſhip; our or five god: low 
with a cudgel, between vour very fend couples, anly 
tend to heighten the affecttions. Fil now to che 


wone, and K promi the» to make a hundred Fagots 
before I come home again. | 


| jelf here with cutting. wood. 

Harry. A phyſician cut wood. 2. 
Fanuc, I ſuppoſe he amuſes himſelf in ſearching 
after herbs, von mean. 

; - Dorce No, he's one of the moſt extraordinary men 
in the world : He goes dreft like a common clown, 
kor there is nothing he ſo much reads, as do be known 
| for a phyſician. 

James. All your great men have ſome ſtrange od- 
 digies about em. 

Doc. Why be will ſufter himſelf to be heat, be- 
fore he will on hiqſelt to be a payfician—an14 Il 
give you my word, you'ilnever make himown him 


D:rc. If I am not reveng'd on thoſe blows of, one, unleſs yon both of vou take a good cudgei, and 
whores 'wn- Othy that J could bue think of ſome me- thrach him into it; tis What we are all forced to do 


r hod to be reveng'd on him! Hang the rogue, he's 
gvite ĩnſenßbie of cnckotdum. 
| AIX II. 
In arcicnt day, I'we beard, wvith res 
The voie ber jpouſt could fright; 
WFLich now the let brawety feorns, 
Jo com mon is th e fight. ' 
To city," cenntry, camp, or court, 
| Or wvbereſoc'er be go, 
No bermed brother dares make ſports 
4 hy're cuckelds all a-rgew, 


when we have any need of him. 

James. What a ridiculous whim is here! 
| Durc, Very true; and in ſo great a man. 

James. And is be fo very ſkilful a man? 

Dzrc. Skilful! why he does miracles. About 
half a year ago, a woman was given over by all her 
' phyſicians, nay, the had been dead ſome time; 
, when this great man came to her, as ſoan as he faw 
| ter, he pour'd a little drop of ſomething down ber 


5 , throat=ohe had no fooner done it, than ſhe got out. 


| of her bed, and walk'd about the room, as it there 


Oh that I could find out ſome invention to get him! had been nothing the matter with ber, 


well drubb'd! 


TTENT- IF; 
Harry, Jemes,- end Dorcas. 

Harry, Were ever two fouls ſent on ſuch a meſ- 
ſage as ws are, in queſt of a dumb doctor? 

James. Blame your own curſed memory that 
made yau forget his xame. For my part, I'li travel 
thro* the world rather than return without him; 
that were as much as a limb or tho were worth. 

Harry, Was ever ſuch a curfed mis fortune, to loſ- 


| Bcth, Oh, prodigious ! ; 
/. Dorc. *Tis not above three werks ago, that a child 
of twelve years ol4 fell from the top, of a houle to 
the bottom, and broke it's ſeull, irs. arms, and legs. 
—Ovr phyſician was u ſooner drubb'd into making 
him a vißt, than, having rubb'd the child ail over 
with a certain ointment, it got upon it's lege, and 
run away to play. . | | | 

Both. Oh, mot wonderful! | 

Harry. Hey -d, James, we'll drub him out 


the letter! I ſhould not even know his name if Hof a pot of this oigtment, 


were to hear it. 


Dore. Can I find no invention te be reveng'd ? = 


+ Rogday').who ave theſe? 


James. But can he cure dumbneſs? I 
Durc. Pumboefs! Why the curate of our pariſh's 
wife was born dumb, and the doctor, with a ſort of 


James. Harkye, Miſtreſs, do you know wherew-|, waſh, waſhed her tongue till he ſet it a going fo that 


here here Doctor What-d'ye-callchim lives? 
Derc. Doctor who ? 


in leſs than a menthes time the out-talk'd her kv!- 
band. | 


* 


Tue ,MOQ CK: 
Harry. This muſt be the very man we were ſent after, 
Dorc. Yonder is the very man 1 ſpeak of. 


James. What, that be yonder? | 


James. Come, Harry, don't let us loſe one mo- 
ment. Miſtreſs, your ſervant; we give you ten 
theuſand thanks for this favour, 

Dore. Be ſore and make good uſe of your ticks. 
ames. He ſha'n't want that. | I 4 
SCENE V. Anotber Part of the Mood. 

James, Harry, and Gregory. 
Greg, Pox on't! 'tis moſt confounded hot wea- 


4 


, 


| 


at 3 who have we here? . 
m Jon ir, your moſt obedient humble ſervant. 
reg. Sir, your fervant. | 

* Jamet. We are mighty happy in finding you here. 
Greg. Ay, like enough. 

0 James. Tis in your power, Sir, to do us a very 
eat favour. We come, Sir, to implore your al- 

* litance in a certain affair. 

y Greg. If it be in my power to give you any aſ- 

n ſiſtance, maſters, I am very ready to do it, 

” Janes Sir, .you are extremely obliging——But, 

. dear Sir, let me beg you'd be cover'd, the ſun wiil 

hurt your complexion. / | | 

Harry. For Heaven's fake, Sir, be cover'd. 

, . Greg. Theſe ſhould be footmen, by their dreſs; 

2 but ſhould be courtiers, by their ceremony. [ Aſide. 

R James. You muſt net think it ſtrange, Sir, that 

we come thus to ſeek after you; men of your ca- 
| pacity will be ſought after by the whole world. 
, Greg. Truly, gentlemen, tho' I ſay it, that ſliould 


not ſay it, I have a pretty good hand at a fagot. 
James. O, dear Sir! | 
Greg. You may, perhpps, buy fagot's cheaper 
otherwhere; but if you find ſuch in all this coun- 


remedy ? 


We, 
knock'd o'the head. 


DOCTOR. 3 
amet, Why will you ob! e us, Six tothig violence? 
| rp Why will you fo ce us do Wi esa vine 


Dorc. The very ſame.——He has ſpy d us, and ta- Jose. 1 afſyre you, Sir, it gives we a great deal 
ken up bis bill. ſlof pain. | 


Grez. I aſlure you, Sir, and ſo it does me. — Bu: 
pray, gentlemen, what is the teaſon that you have 
a mind to make a phylician of n.e? | 
James. What! do you deny your being a phy- 
clan again? | 7 | 

Greg. And the devil take me, if I "| Toba 

Harry. You are no phyſicia n? 

Greg: May I be pox'd, if I am. They heat him.] 
Oh '—Oh !---Dear gentlemen; Oh! tor Heaven's 
fake; I am a phyſician, and an apothecary tab, if 

u'll have me ; I had rather be agy thing, than be 


. 


 Fames. Dear Sir, 1 am rejvic'd to ſee you come to 
your ſenſes; I ak pardon, ten thouſand times for 
what you have forc'd us to. EET 
Greg: Perhaps I am deceiv'd myſelf, and am a 
phyſictan without knowing it. But, dear gentle- 
men, are you certain Fm a phyfician? * + 
James. Ves, the greateſt plyfician in the world. 
Greg. Indeed! e ee, 
Harry. A phyſician that has cur'd all ſorts of di- 
tempers. 0 „ 
Greg. The devil I have? _ | 
James. That has made a woman wal 
room after ſhe was dead fix hours, 
Harry. That ſet a chiid. upon it's legs. immedi- 
ately after it had broke m. 
ames That made the curate's wife, who was 
dumb, talk faſter than her huſband, 
Harry. Look ye, Sir, you ſhall. have content; 
my maſter will give you whatever you will demand, 
Greg. Shall 1 have whatever 1 will demand? 


K about the 


try, you ſhall have mine for nothing. To make but 
one word then with vou, you ſhall have mine for 
en ſhillings a hundred. - 


Greg. I could not fell 'em a penny cheaper, 3 
'twas to my father. 

James. Dear Sir, we 
jeſt with us in this manner. 

Greg. Faith, maſter, I am ſo much in earneſt, 
that I can't bate one fathing. | 

James. O pray, Sir, leave this idle diſcourſe. — 
Can a perſon, like you, amuſe himſelf in this man- 
ne: ? Cana learned and famous phyſician, like you, 
try to diſguiſe himfelf to the world, and bury ſuch 
fine talents in the waods ? 

Greg. The fellow's a faol. 

James. Let me intreat you, Sir, not to diſſemble 


1 


| 
korg 


James. Don't talk in that manner, I defire you. | 


know you very well - don't B 


> You may depend upon it, 

reg. | am a phyſician, without doubt—l had 
ot it, but I begin to recollect myſelf. Well 
and what is the diſtemper 1 am to cure? 

Janet. My young miſtrefs, Sir, has loſt her tongue. 
Greg. The devil take me if 1 have found it.— 
ut, come, gentlemen, if I muit go with you, I 
muſt have a phyſician's habit, for a phyſician can no 
more preſcribe without a fuil wig, than without a 


fee. h [ Exeunt. 
SCENE VI. 
Dorcas, 
Darc. I don't remember my heart has gone fo pit- 
a-pat with joy a long while. —Revenge is ſurely the 


{moſt delicious morſel the devil ever dropt into the 


mouth of a woman. And this is a revenge which 
caſts nothing; for, alack- a- day] to plant horns upon 


with us, | | 
Harry. It is in vain, Sir; we know what you are. 
Greg. Know what you are! hat do ou know of me? 
James. Why, we know, you, Sir, to be a very 
great phyſician, 
Greg. Phyſician in your teeth! I a phyfician! 
James. The fit is on him.—Sir, let me beſeech 
you tv conceal yourſelf no longer, and oblige us to 
you know what. | 
Greg. Devil take me, if I know what, Sir.— 
But I know this, that I'm no phyfcian. 
Fames. We muſt proceed to the uſual remedy, 1 
tind.—And ſo you are no phyſician? 
Greg. No. 
Famss. Vou are no phyſician ? 
Greg. No, I tell you. 
James. Well, if we muſt, we muſt, [ Bears bim. 
Greg., Oh! Oh! Gentlemen! Gentlemen! what 
are you doing? I am I am ———— whatever you 
. Pleaſe to have me. | 


| 


| 


a huſband's head is more dangerous than is imagin'd. 
— Odd! I had a narrow eſcape when I met with this 
ol, the beſt of my market was over, and I began 
to grow almoſt as cheap as a crack'd china cup 
AIR IV- 
A waman's ware, like china, 
Noro cheap, new dear is bought, 
When whole, tbe worth a guinea, 
Wher b: oke's not worth a groat. 
A woman at St. Fames's, | 
With bundreds you obtain; 
But foo till loft ber fame is, 
S el be cheap in Drury-Lant. 
SCENE VII. Sir Jaſper's Leuſe. 
Sir Jaſper and James. | 
Sir Jaſp. Where is he? Where is he? 
James. Only recroiting himſelf after his journey. 
| You need not be impatient, Sir, for were my young 
jady dead, he'd bring her to life again, fle nr 


| 
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4 Taz MOCK DOCTOR: 


no more of btinging a patient to life, than other 
phyſicians do of killing him. we 
Sir Jaſp. Tis ſtrange ſo great a man ſhould have 
thoſe unnaccountable odd humours you mention'd. 
James. Tis but a good blow or two, and he comes 
immediately to himſelf.— Here he is. 
CS NS, VII. 

Sir Jaſper, James, Gregory, and Harry. 
Harry. Sir, this is the doctor. . 
Sir Zaſp+, Dear Sir, you are the welcom'ſt man 

in the world. * : 
Greg. Hippacrates ſays, we ſhould both be cover'd. 
Sir Jaſp Ha! does Hippocrates ſay ſo? In what 
chapter, pray? | 
Grep. In his chapter of hats. 
Sir 75 Since Hippocrates ſays ſo, I ſhall obey him. 
Greg. Doctor, after having exceedingly travell'd 
in the bighway of letter 
Sir Jaſp. Doctor! Pray, whom do you ſpealt to? 
Greg. To you, doctor. 4 
Sir Faſp. Ha, ha! I am a knight, thank 
the king's grace for it; but no doctor. 
Greg. What, you're no doctor? 
Sir 75. No, upon my word. 
85 . You're no doctor? 
ir 7 Doctor! no. 
Greg. There—"tis gone. [ Beats bim. 
Sir Jaſp. Done, in the devil's name]! What's done? 
Creg. Why, now you are made a doctor of phy- 


| fick—l am ſure it's all the degrees I ever took. 


i Sir Jaſp. What devil of a fellow have you brought 
ere? 

James. I told you, Sir, the doctor bad ſtrange 
whims with him. 

Sir Jaſp. Whims, quotha!—Egad, I ſhall bind 
his phyſiclanſhip over to his good behaviour, if he 
has any more of theſe whims. 

Greg. Sir, 1 aſk pardon for the libery I have taken. 

Sir Zaſp. Oh! it's very well, it's very well for once. 

Creg. I am ſorry for thoſe blow | 
Sir Faſp. Nothing at ail, nothing at all, Sir. 

Greg. Which-I was oblig'd to have the honour of 
laying on ſo thick upon you. 

Sir Jaſp. Let's talk no more of em, Sir—My 
daughter, doctor, is fallen into a very ſtrange di- 
Kemper, | 

- Greg. Sir, I am overjoy'd to hear it: and I wiſh 
with all my heart, you and your whole family had 
the ſame occaſion for me, as your daughter, to ſhew 
the great defire I have to ſerve you. 

Sir Faſp. Sir, I am oblig'd to you. | 

Greg. 1 aſſure you, Sir, 1 ſpeak ſrom the very 
battoin of my ſoul. 1 0 

Sir Jaſp. I do believe you, Sir, from the ver) 
bottom of mine. 

Greg. What is your daughter's name? 

Sir Jaſp. My daughter's name is Charlot. 

Greg. Are you ſure ſhe was chriſten'd Charlot ? 

Sir Faſp. No, Sir, the was chriſten'd Charlotta. 

Greg. Hum! I' had rather ſhe ſhould have been 
ehriften'd Charlotte. Charlotte is a very good name 
tor a patient; and let me tell you, the name is of- 
ten of as much ſervice to the patient, as the phyſi- 


SCENE IX. | 
Sir Jaſper, Gregory, Charlotte, and Maid. 

Sir Jaſp. Sir, my daughter's here. 

Greg. Is that my patient? Upon my word ſhe car- 
ries no diſtemper in her countenance—and I fancy 
healthy young fellow would (jt very well upon her, 

Sir Faſp. You make her ſmile, doctor. 

_ Greg. So much the better; 'tis a very good ſign 
when we can bring a patient to ſraile; it 1s a fign 


_ 


clan is, 


that the diſtemper begins to clarify, as we ay 


* 


Well, child, what's the matter with you? What's 
your diſtemper ? 

Charl. Han, hi, hon, han. 

Greg. What do you ſay? 

Cbar/. Han, hi, han, hon, 

Greg. What, what, What 

Charl. Hah, hi, hon : 

Greg. Han! Hon! Honin ha!—1 don't under. 
{ſtand a word ſhe ſays. Han! Hi! Hon! What the 
devil of a language is this? 

Sir Jaſp. Why, that's her diſtemper, Sir; ſhe's 
become dumb, and no one can aſſign the cauſe. 
and this diſtemper, Sir, has kept back her marriage, 

Greg. Kept back her marriage! why ſo? 

Sir Jaſp. Becauſe her lover refuſes to have her 
till ſhe's cur'a. x 

Greg. O lud! was ever ſuch a fool, that wou'd 
not have his wife dumb — Would to Heaven my 
wife was dumb, I'd be far from defiring to cure her, 
—Does this diſtemper, this Han, hi, hon, oppteſs 
her very much? 5 


Sir Jaſp. Ves, Sir. 


Sir Jaſp. Very great, 
Greg. That's juſt as I would have it.— Give me 
your hand, child, Hum-—ha—a very dumb pulſe 
indeed, | 
Sir Faſp. You have gueſs'd her diſtemper. 
Greg. Ay, Sir, we great phyſicians know a di- 
ſemper immediately: | know ſome of the college 
would cal! this the Boree, or the Counes, or the 
Sinkee, or twenty other diſtempers; but I give you 
my word, Sir, your daughter is nothing more than 


dumb So I'd have you be very eaſy, for there is no- 


thing elſe the matter with ber If ſhe were not 
dumb, ſhe would be as well as I am. 

Sir Jaſp. But I ſhould be glad to know, doctor, 
from whence her dumbneſs proceeds? | 

Greg. Nothing ſo eafily accounted for. Her 
dumbneſs proceeds from her having loſt her ſpeech. 

Sir Jaſp. But whence, if you pleaſe, proceeds 
her having loſt her ſpeech ? 

Greg. All our beſt authors will tell you, it is the 
impediment of the action of the tongue. 

Sir Jaſp. But if you pleaſe, dear Sir, your ſen- 
timents upon that impediment. 

Greg. Ariſtotle has upon that ſubject ſaid very fine 
things; very fine things! 

Sir Jaſp. I believe it, doctor. 

Greg. Ah! he was a great man, he was indeed a 
very great man..-A man, who upon that ſubject 
was a man that But to return to our reaſoning : 1 
hold, that this impediment of the action of the ton- 
gue, is cauſed by certain humours which our great 
phyſicians call--humours—humours—Ah! you un · 
derſtand Latin N 
Sir Jaſp. Not in the leaſt. 
| Greg. What, not underſtand Latin? 

Sir Jaſp. No indeed, doctor. 

Greg. Cabricius arci thuram cathalimus, ſingu- 
lariter nom. Hæc muſa hic, hæc, hoc, Genftivo 
hujus, hunc, danc muſæ. Bonus, bona, bonum. 
Eſtne oratio Latinus? Etiam. Quia ſubſtantivo & 
adjectivum concordat in generi numerum & caſus, 
lic dicunt, aiunt, prædicant, clamitant, & fimilibus. 
Sir Jaſp. Ah! Why did I negle@ my ſtudies ! 
Harry. What a prodigious man is this! 

Greg. Beſides, Sir, certain ſpirits paſſing from 
the left fide, which is the ſeat of the liver, to the 
right, which is the feat of the heart, we find the 
lungs, which we call in Latin, Whiſkerus, having 
communication with the brain, which we name in 
Greek, Jackbooros, by means of a hollow vein, 


ö 


Which we call in Hebrew, Perriwiggus, meet in the 


Greg. Somuch the better, Has ſhe any great pains? | 


road 
of thi 
have- 
the | 
ſerio' 


Si 


hat's 


the ſaid humours have a certain malignity—liſten 


| hours, waſhing it down with fix ſpoonfuls of the beſt 
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wad with the ſaid ſpirits, which fill the ventricles eſcaped both doctors and diſte myers hitherto, and 1 


of the Omotaplaſmus, and becauſe the ſaid humours 
have—you comprehend me well, Sir? And becauſe 


ſeriouſly, I beg you. 

Sir Faſp. I do, 

Greg. Have a certain malignity that is cauſed— 
be attentive, if you pleaſe, 

Sir Faſp. I am. , 1 

Greg. That is caus'd, I ſay, by the acrimony of 
the humours engender'd in the concavity of the di- 
aphragm; thence it arrives, that theſe vapou's 
Propria gue maribus tribuunter, maſcula dicas, Ur 
unt divorum, Mars, Bacchus, Apollo, wivorum.— 
This, Sir, is the cauſe of yourdaughter's being dumb. 

Harry. O, that I had but his tongue! 

Sir Jaſp. It is impoſſible to reaſon better, no 
doubt. But, dear Sir, there is one thing. .l al- 
ways thought till now, that the heart was on the 
left fide, and the liver on the right. 

Greg. Ay, Sir, fo they were formerly, but we 
have chang'd all that,—The college at preſent, Sir, 
proceeds upon an intire new method. 

Sir Jaſp. I aſk your pardon, Sir, | "5 

Greg, Oh, Sir! there's no harm—you're not ob- 
liz'd to know fo much as we do. Ty 

Sir Jaſp. Very true; but, doctor, what would 
you have done with my daughter ? 

Greg. What would 1 have done with her! Why, 
my advice is, ,that you immediately put her into a 
bed warm d with a braſs warming-pan: Cauſe her 
to drink one quart of ſpring-water, mix'd with one 
pint of braudy, fix Seville oranges, and three ounces 
of the beſt dounie-refin'd ſugar, 

Sir Jap Why, this is punch, doctor. | 

Creg. bunch, Sir! Ay, Sir—and what's better 
than punch, to mike people talk? — Never tell me 


of your jn!eps, your grue s—yout—your—this, and | 


that, aud t'other, which are only arts to keep a pa- 


tient in hand a long ame. ! love to do a buſineſs 
ail at once. 


Sir Faſp. Doctor, | aſk pardon, you ſhall be obey'd. 


am reſolv'd the diſtemper ſhall pay me the firſt viſit. 


Greg. Say you ſo, Sir? Why then if 1 can get no 


more patients here, I muſt e en ſeek em elſewhere, 
and ſo humbly beggo te demine dominitii veniam goundi 


orass 


Sir Jaſp. Well, this is a phylician of vaſt capacity 


| but of exceeding odd humodrs. f 


SCENE X. The Street, 
Leander ſolus. 
Ah, Chatlot:e! thou haſt no reaſon to apprehend 
my ignorance of what thou endureſt, ſince I can fo 
eaſily gueſs thy torment by my own. Oh, how 
much more juſtifiable are my fears, when you have 
not only the &ommand of a parent, but the tempta- 
tion of fortune to allure you ! 
| AIX V. | 
O, curſed power of gold, 4 
For which all honour's ſold, 
And boneſiy's no more! 
For thee wwe often find 
The great in leagues combin'd 
To trick and rob the poor. 
22 thee the fool and knave, 
ranſcend the wiſe and brave, 
So abſolute thy reigne 
Without ſome help of thiney 
Tbe greateſt beauties ſhine 
And lovers plead in vain. 
SCENE XI. 
Leander and Gregory. 
Greg. Upon my word, this is a good beginning, 
and ſiuce 
Lean. I have waited for you, doctor, a long time, 
I'm come to beg your aſſiſtance. | 
Greg. Ay, you have need of affiſtance indeed! 
What a pulſe is here! What do you out o' your bed? 
| Feels bis pulſes 
Lean. Ha, ha, ha! doctor, you're miſtaken; I am 
not ſick, I aſſure you. | 
Greg. How, Sir! not fick! Do you think I don's 
know when a man is ſick, better than he does him- 


[ Gives money. ſelf? 


Greg. I'll return in the evening, and ſee what 
effect it has had on her. But hold, there's another 
young lady here, that I muſt apply ſome little reme- 
dies to. | 
' Maid. Who, me? I was never better in my life, 
I thank you, Sir, 

Greg. Sn much the worſe, Madam, ſo much the 
worile———" Tis very dengerous to be very well—for 
when one is very well, one has nothing elſe to do, 
but to take phyſic, and bleed away. 
Sir Faſp. Oh, ſtrange! What, bleed, when one 
has no diftemper ? 

Greg. It may be ftrange, perhaps, but tis very 
whole ſome.—gBeſides, Madam, it is not your caſe, at 
preſent, to be very well; at leaſt, you cannot poli- 
bly be well above three days longer; and it is always 
beſt to cure a diſtemper before you have it—or, as 
we ſay, in Greek, Diftemprum beſtum eft curare ante 
babeſtum.— What 1 ſhall preſcribe you, at preſent, 
is, to take every ſix hours one of theſe boluſſes. 

Maid. Ha, ha, ha! Why, doctor, theſe look ex- 
actly like lumps of loaf- ſugar. 

Greg. Take one of theſe boluſſes, I ſay, every fix 


Holland's geneva. 
Sir Faſp. Sure, you are in jeſt, doQtor !———This 
wench does not ſhew any ſymptom of a diſtemper. 
Greg. Sir Jaſper, let me tell you, it were not amiſs 
if you yourſelf took a little lenitive phyſic; I ſhall 
prepare ſomething for you. 


Lear. Well, if I have any diſtemper, it is the love 
ot that young lady, your patient, from whom youjutt 
now came, and to whom if you can convey me, [I 
ſwear, dear doctor, I ſhall be effectually cur'd. 
Greg. Do you take me for a pimp, Sir; a phyſician 
for a pimp? 

Lean. Dear Sir! make no noiſe. 

Greg. Sir, I will make anciſe; you're an imper- 
tinent fellow. 

Lean. Softly, good Sir! 

Greg. I ſhall ſhew you, Sir, that I'm not ſuch a 
ſort of a perſon, and that you are an inſolent, ſau» 
cy [Leander gives @ purſe. ]—I'm not ſpeaking 
to you, Sir; bur there are certain impertinent fel- 
lows in the world, that take people for what they 
| are not—which always puts me, Sir, into ſuch a pal- 
ſion, that———— _. 

Lean. | aſk pardon, Sir, for the liberty I have 
taken, . 

| Greg. O dear Sir! no offence in the leaſt. Pray, 
Sir, how am I to ſerve you? 

Lean, This diſtemper, Sir, which you are ſent for 
to cure, is feign'd. The phyſicians have reaſon'd 
upon it, according to cuſtom, and have derived it from 
the brain, from the bowels, from the liver, lungs, 
lights, and every part of the body; butthe true cauſe 
jof it is love; and is an invention of Charlatte's, to de- 

liver her from a match ſhe ciſlikes. _ 

Greg. Hum !—ſuppoſe you were to diſgyiſe your- 


Sir Jaſp. Ha, ha, ba! No, no doctor, I have 


ſelf as an apothecary? - — 5 
Lean. I'm not very well known to herfather, 
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There fore believe I may paſs upon him ſecyrely. 


. Greg. Go then, diſguiſe yourſe)/f immediately; | ſent her hither! If I could but perfuade her to tak, 
In wait for you here-+Ha! methinks 1 ſee à pa- a pill or two that I'd give her, I ſhould be a phyg. 
[Exit Le ander. cian to ſome purpoſe, Come hider, ſhild, leta mne 


tient. ' 
Gregory, James, and Davy. 

Greg, Gad! matters goſwimmingly. 

continue a phyſician as long as I live. 
James. Hani to Davy.] Fear not, if he re- 

lapſe into h | 

Him into the pbyfician again. — Doctor, 1 have 

Þrought you a patient. 
Davy. My poor wife, doctor, has kept her bed 


theſe bx months. | Greg. boids eur bis hand. ] If your 


worſhip would find out ſome means to cure 
Greg. What's the matter with her? | 
Davy. Why, ſhe has had ſeveral phyſicians; one 


1— 


Rays 'tis the dropſy; another, tis the What-d'ye cali- 


it, the tumpany; a third fays, tis a flow fever; a 
fourth ſays, the rcheumatiſe; a fifth 
Grege What are the ſymptoms ? 

Davy. Symptoms, Sir! 
Greg, Ay, ay, what does ſhe complain of ? 


I'll e'en|. 


is former humours, I'll quickly thraſh | phyficion, good Dr, Ragou, 


Greg, What eil Rars, in the devil's name, hay, 


feela your pulſe. f [nn 
D:rc. What have you to do with my pulſe? 
Greg. I am de French phyficion, my dear; and! 
am to feel a de pulſe of de pation. 

Dorc. Yes, but I am no pation, Sir, nor want ng 


Greg, Begar, you moſt be puta to bed, and talks 
de peel; m2 ſal give you de litel peel dat ſal cue 
(vou, as you have more diſümpre den evere were 
heated of. 

| Dore. What's the matter with the fool? If you 
feel my puiſe any more, I ſhall feel your ears for you, 
j Greg. Brgar, you mult taka de peel. 

Dorc. Begar, 1 ſhail not taka de ped, 

Gregs Ill take this opportunity-to try her. [ A,. 
—MAaye dear, f you will not leta me cura you, you 
| fal cura me, you lal be my phyficion, and I will give 
you de tee. | Holds out a purje, 

Dorc. Ay, my ſtomach does not go againit thoſe 


Davy. Why, ſhe is always craving and craving for pills—and what myſt I do for your fee ? 


drink, cats nothing at all. Then her legs are ſwell'd 
up as big as a good handſome poſt, and as cold they 
be as a ſtone. | 

Greg. Come, to the purpoſe; ſpeak to the pur- 
pofe, my friend, (Holding out bis band. 

Davy. The purpoſe is, Sir, that I am come to 
aſk what your worſhip pleaſes to have done with her, 

Greg. Pſhaw, pſhaw, pſhaw! 1 don't underſtand 
one word what you mean. | 

Janet. His wife is ſick, doctor, and he has brought: 
you a guinea for your advice.—Give it the doctor, 
friend, Davy gives the guinea. 

Greg. Ay, now I underſtand you-—here's a gen- 
tie man explains the caſe. You ſay your wife is ſick 
of the dropfy ? 8 

Bawy. Ves, an' t pleaſe your worſhip. 

Greg. Well, I have made a ſhift to comprehend 
your meaning at laſt; you have the firangeit way of 


deſciibing a diſtemper. Yoy ſay your wife is always 


calling for drink; let her have as much as ſhe defires, 
the can't drink too much; and d'ye hear! give her 


this piece of cheeſe. | 


Day. Cheeſe, Sir! ä 

Greg. Ay, cheeſc, Sir. The chaeſe, of which 
this is a part, has cur'd more people of a dropſy, than 
ever had it. F- 6 f 

Dawy. I give your worſhip a thouſand thanks; I']! 
go inake her take it immediately, {Exit 


| Greg. Oh, begar! me vill ſhow you, me vill t2achz 
you what you fa] doe; you muſt come killa me now, 
| you muſt come kifla me. | 

Dorc. | Kijjes bien.] As I live, my very hang- dog! 
I've diſeover d bim in good time, or he had diice- 
ver'd me. | Aide. — Well, doctor, and are you 
cur'd now? 
| Creg. I ſhall make myſelf a cuckold prefently, 
[Alide.] — Dis is not a propre place, dis is too public, 
tor ſud any one pals by While 1 taka dis phyſic, it 
vill preventa de operation. h 
Dorc. What phyſic, doctor; 
Greg. In your ear, dat. [ Phifpers. 
Derc. And in your car, dat, firrah. [ Hitting bim 
a box. ] Do you dare affront my virtue, you villain: 
D'ye think the world ſhould bribe me to part with 
my virtue, my dear virtue? There, take your purſe 
again. 
Greg. But where's the gold? 


| 


} Dorc The gold I'll keep as an eternal monument 


of ray virtue, 

Greg. Oh, what a happy dog am I, to find my 
wife 55 virtuous a woman, when [ leaſt expected it! 
—Ob, my injur'd dear! behold your Gregory, your 
own huſband. 

Dore. Ha! | * 
Greg. Oh, me! I'm ſo fyll of joy, I tannot tell 
thee more, than that I am as much the happieſt of 


Greg. Go, and if the dies, be ſure te bury her af-j men, as thou art the moſt virtuous of women. 


ter the beſt manner you can, 

| SCENE XIII. 

Gregory and Dorcas. 

Dave. I'm like te pay ſeverely for my frolic, 1 
have loſt my huſband by it. 

Greg. Oh, pbyſic and matrimony! my wiſe! 

Dorc. For tho' the rogue v ſed me a little roughly, 
He was as good a workman as any infive miles of hi 


IR. VI. | 

A fig for the dainty civil ſpcuſes | * 

Huis bred at the court, er France, [9 

He treats bis wife with ſmiies and bs, 

Ard minds not the guod main-bances. 

Be Gregory 

_ be man for me, 

given 10 many a ma 3 
Fes be ⁊bdu iu —— oh 
. Like any Turk, 


Dorc. And art thou really my Gregory ? And haſt 
thou any more of theſe purſes ? 

| Greg, Na, my dear, I have no more about me; 
but "tis probable in a few days I may have a bundrec, 
for the ſtrangeſt accident has happened to me 
Derc. Yes, my dear, but I can tell you whom you 
are oblig'd to for that accident; had you not beaten 
me this merning, I had never had you beaten into a 
phyſician. | > 

Greg. Ob, oh! then 'tis to you I owe all that 
drubbing. | 

| Deorc, Ves, my dear, tho' I little dreamt of the 


{ conſequence, 
| 


Greg. How infinitely I'm oblig'd to thee 
But huſh! | | h 

| __ SCENE XIV, 

| Gregory and Hellebore. 


Hel. Are not you the great doctor juſt come to 


this town, fo famous for curing dumbneſs? 
Greg, Sir, I am he. 


Nene like dim cer bandled a fagot, a fagot; | I 


Vine the kim e er bardicd a faget. 


Hel. Then, Sir, I ſhould be glad of your ad vice. 
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e, have Grege Let me fee! your pulſe. ; Her dying patient keel; | 
to take /. Not for myſelt, good doctor; I am myſelf, Son cur'd will be your feign'd diſeaſes 
Phy. st, brother of the faculty, what the world calls a | But <what phyſician e er can eaſe ere 
eta me rad doctor. I have at preſent under my care, a pa- The torments which 1 feel, 

ent whom I can by no means prevail with to ſpeak. Think, feilful nymph, wvhile I complaing 
? Greg. I ſhall make him ſpeak, Sir. Ab, think what I endure ;. 8 
and Hel. It will add, Sit, to the great reputation you All other remedies are vain, 

kve already acguir'd, and I am happy in finding you. The levely tauſe of all my pain 
ant no Greg- Sir, I am as happy in fincing you. You ſee Can only cauſe my Furr. | 

that woman there; the is potieſs*d with a more ſtrange | Greg. It is, Sir, a great and ſubtle queſtion among 
d tak: bt of madneſs, and imagines every man ſhe ſees to the doctors, whether women are more eafy to be 
1 cure Nee her huſband. Now, Sir, if you will but admit; cur*d than men- I beg you would attend to this, Sir, 
were ber into your houſe if you pleaſe. Some ſay, no; others ſay, yes; and 

Hel. Moſt willingly, Sir. for my part, I ſay both yes, and no; foraſmuch as the 

f you Greg. The firſt thing, Sir, you are to do, is to let incongruity of the opaque hurgours that meet in the 
r y04, Wout thirty ounces. of her blood; then, Sir, you are to natural temper of women, are the cauſe that the 


have off all her hair, ail her hair, Sir; after which | brutal part will always prevail over the ſenſible 
you are to make a very ſevere uſe of your rod twice One ſees that the inequality of their opinions de- 
fide.) WM: day; and take a particular care that ſhe have not pends on the black movement of the circle of the 
„ you ne leaſt allowance deyond bread and water, moon, and as the ſun that darts his rays upon the 
give Hel. Sit, 1 ſhall readily agree to the dictates of ſo concavity of the earth, finds Ms 
Purjc. WY great a man; nor can I help approving of your me- Cbarl. No, I am not at all capable of changing 
tavic Wl thod, which is exceeding mild and wholeſome my opinion. | 
Greg. [To his wife. ] My dear, that gentleman| Sir Jaſp. My daughter ſpeaks! my daughter 
each un conduct you to my lodging. Sir, I beg you ſpeaks! On, the grear power of phyſick ! Oh, the 
now, Wl will take a particular care of the lady, admirable phyſician ! how can I reward thes for ſuch 
Hel. You may depend on't, Sir, nothing in my |a ſervice? 
dog! power ſhall be wanting; you have only to er.quire Greg. This diſtemger has given me a moſt inſuf- 


iice- WW tor Dr. Hellebore. ferable deal of trouble. | 
Jou Dore. Twon't be long before I ſee you, huſband. [ Traverſing the flage in a great beat, the apn= 
Hel. Huſband ! this is as unaccountadble a madneſs therary folicau ing. 
ntly. any L have yet met with. 3 25 with Dorcas.| Char. Ves, Sir, I have recover'd my ſpeech; but 
dlic, | SCENE XV. I have recover'd it to tell you, that I never wilt 
c, it Gregory and Leander. have any huſband but Leander. 
Greg. 1 think I ſhall be reveng'd of you, now, my [ Spoats qwith great eagerneſs, ard drives Sip 
dear. So, Sir. | Jaſper reund the lage. 


pers. Lean. 1 think I-make a pretty good apothecary now. ; Sir Jaſp But 
bim Grez. Ves, faith, you're almoſt as good an apothe- |  Cborl. Nothing is capable to ſhake the reſolution 
ain. W cary as ['m a phyſician, and if you pleaſe I'll convey I have taken. . 
with you to the patient. | Sir Zaſp. What! | 
urle Lean. If did but know afzw phyſical hard words — Char, Your rhetorick is in vain, all your dif- 
Greg. A few phyſical hard words! why,.in a few courſes tignify nothing. 
bard word conſiſts the ſcience. Would you knew wy Sir FZaſp. l— 
ent much as the whole faculty In an inſtant, Sir? Come Coarl. I am determin's, and all the fathers in the 
along, come along. — Hold, let me go firſt ; the doctor world ſhall never oblige me to marry contrary to 
my mult always go before the apothecary. [ Exeunt. my inclinations, 
lit! SCENE XVI. Sir Jaſper's Houſe, Sir Jaſp. I have 
four Sir Jaſper, Charlotte, Maid, Gregory, and Leander. | Cbarl. I never will ſubmit to this tyranny 3 and 
Sir Faſp. Has the made no attempt to ſpeak yer? if I muſt, not have the man I like, I'll die a maid. 
Maid. Not in the leaſt, Sir; ſo far from it, that | Sir Zaſp. You ſhall have Mr, Dapper— 
tell as ſhe uſed to make a ſort of a noiſe before, ſhe is] Charl. No, not in any manner, not in the leaft,. 
t of now quite ſilent. not at all; you throw away your breath, you loſe 
Sir Jaſp- [ Looking on his wwatch.] Tis almoſt the | your time; you may confine me, beat me, bruiſe me, 
haſt time the doctor promis'd to return, _—Oh! he is here. deſtroy me, kill me, do what you will, uſe me as 
Doctor, your ſervant. you will, but I never will conſent; nor all yout 


wes Greg. Well, Sir, how does my patient ? threats, nor all your blows, nor all your ill-ufage, 

v0 Sir Jaſp. Rather worſe, Sir, ſince your preſcription. | ever ſhall force me to confent ;: ſo far from giving. 
Greg. So much the better, tis a fign that it operates. | him my heart, I never will give him my hand; for he 

4 Sir Jaſp. Who is that gentleman, pray, with you? | is my averfion, I hate the very fight of him, I had. 

a Greg. 1 apothecary, Sir.— Mr. Apothecary, I ge- rather ſee the devil, I had rather touch a toad: you. 

0 © fire you will immediately apply that ſong I preſcrid'd, | may make me miſerable any other way, but with 
Sir Jaſp. A ſong, doctor? preſcribe a ſong! - him you ſhan't, that I'm reſolv'd. 

hat Greg. Preſcribe a ſong, Sir! yes, Sir, pretcribua| Greg. There, Sir, there; I think we have brought. 


1 ſong, Sir, Is there any thing ſo ſtrange in that? Diè her tongue to a pretty tolerable confiſtency. 
be you never hear of Pills to purge Melancholy? If you Sir Faſp. Conſiſtency, quotha! why, there is ns 
underſtand theſe things better than I, why did you|Ropping her tongue.——Dear doctor, I defire you 
ſend for me? Sbud! Sir, this ſong would make a| would make her dumb again. 
ſtone ſpeak, —But, if you pleafe, Sir, you and I will| Greg. That's impoſſible, Sit; all that Ican do to 
confer at ſome diſtance, during the application; for | ſerve you is, I can make you deaf, if you pleaſe. 
this ſong will do you as much harm as it will do your | Sie Faſp. And do you think — 

to daughter good. — Be fure, Mr. Apothecary, to pour| Charl. All your reaſoning ſhall never conquer my 

it down her ears very cloſely. | reſolution. 5 

- \ AIR VII. | Sir. Faſp. You fhall marry Mr. Dapper this evening. 
K. Lean. Thus, levely patient, Charlotte ſees | Cbirl, III be buried fir. * 


8 

Greg. Stay, Sir, ſtay, let me regulate this affair; 
It is a diſtemper that poſſeſſes her, and I know what 
remedy to apply to it. N 

Sir Jaſp. Is it poſſible, Sir, 
diſtempers of the mind? 

Greg. Sir, I can cure any thing. Harkye, Mr. 
Apothecary, you ſee that the love the has for Lean- 
der is entirely contrary tothe will of her father, and 
that there is no time to loſe, ani that an immediate 
zemedy is neceſſary: for my part, I know of but 
one, which is a doſe of purgative running-away, 
mixt with twodrachms of pills matrimoniac and three 
Jarge handfuls of the Arbor Vitæ; perhaps ſhe will 
make ſome difficulty to take them; but as you are 
an able apothecary, I ſhall truſt to you for the ſuc- 
ceſs: go, make her walk in the garden: be ſure lofe no 
time; to the remedy, quick, to the remedy ſpecifick. 

SCENE XVII. 
Sir Jaſper, and Gregory, 

Sir Jaſp. What drugs, Sir, were thoſe I heard 
you mention, for I don't remember I eyer heard 
them ſpoke of before ? K 

Greg. They are ſome, Sir, lately diſcover'd by the 
Royal Society. 

Sir Faſp. Did you ever ſee any thing equal to 
her 22 l f a 

Greg. Daughters are indeed ſometimes alittle too 
Headftrong. 

Sir. Jaſp. You cannot imagine, Sir, how fooliſhly 
fond ſhe is of that Leander. 

Greg. The heat of blood, Sir, cauſes that in 
young minds. | 

Sir Jaſp. For my part, the moment I difcover'd 
the violence of her paſſion, I have always kept lier 
lock'd up. | 

Greg. You have done very wiſely. 

Sir Faſp. And I have prevented them from hav- 

ing the leaſt communication together, for who 
knows what might have been the conſequence ? 
Who knows but ſhe might have taken it into her 
Bead to run away with him? 

Greg. Very true. 

Sir Falb- Ay, Sir, let me alone far governing 
girls ; I think 1 have ſome reaſon to be vain on that 
head; I think I have ſhewn the world that I under- 
ſtand a little of women, I think I have; and let me 
tell you, Sir, there is not alittle art requir'd ; if this 
girl had had ſome fathers, they had not kept her out 
of the hands of ſo vigilant a lover as I have done. 

Greg. No, certainly, Sir. 

SCENE XVIII. 


Sir Jaſper, Dordas, and Gregory. 
Dorc. Where is this villain, this rogue, this pre- 
tended phy ſic ian? | 
Sir Faſp. Heyday ! what, what, what's the mat- 
ter now * F 
Dsrc. Oh, firrah ! firrah !--would you have de- 
ſtroy d your wife, you villain? would you have been 
guilty of murder, dog ? 
Greg, Hoity, toity !==What mad waman is this? 
Sir Zaſp. Poor wretch! for pity's ſake cure her, 
doctor. 4 
Greg. Sir, I ſhall not cure her, unleſs ſomebody 
gives mea fee.— If you will give me a fee, Sit Jaſ- 
per, you {hill ſee me cure her this inftant. 
Dorc. I'll fee you, you villain.-Cure me! 
AIR VIII. 1 „ , 
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Cou'd wives but be brought 
To ſwallow the draught, . 
Each buſband would be a . | 
SCENE XIX. 
Sir Jaſper, Gregory, Dorcas, and James. 

James. Oh, Sir! undone, undone! your daughter 
is run away with her lover Leander, who was here 
diſguis'd like an apothecary—and tis is the rogue 
of a phyſician who has contriv'd all the affair. 

Sir Faſp. How! am I abus'd in this manner? 
here, who is there? Bid my clerk bring pen, ink, 
and paper; I'll ſend this fellow to jail immediately, 

James. Indeed, my good doctor, you ftand a very 
fair chance to be hang'd for dealing an heireſs. 

Greg. Ves, indeed, I believe I ſha'l take my de. 
grees now. | 

Dorc. And are they going to hang you, my dear 
huſband ! | 

Greg. You ſee, my dear wife, 

Dorc. Had you finiſh'd the fagots, it had been ſome 
conſolation. 

Greg. Leave me, or you'll break my heart. 

Dorc. No, Ill ſtay to encourage you at your death 
nor will I budge an inch, till I ve ſeen you hang'd. 

SCENE XX. 
To them Leander and Charlotte. 

Lean. Behold, Sir, that Leander, whom you had 
forbid your houſe, reſtores your daughter to your 
power, even when he had her in his. I will receive 
her, Sir, only at your hands.—l have received letters, 
by which I have learnt the death of an uncle, whoſe 
eſtate far exceeds that of your intended ſon-in-law, 

Sir Zaſp- Sir, your virtue is beyond all eſtates, and 
I give you my daughter with all the pleaſure in the 
world. 8 

Lean. Now my fortune makes me happy indeed, my 
deareſt Charlotte.—And, doctor, I'll make thy for- 
tune too. 

Greg, if you would be fo kind to make me a phy- 
fician in earneſt, I ſhould deſire no other fortune. 

Lean. Faith, doctor, I with I could do that, in re- 
turn for zour having made me an apothecary; but 
[Il do as well for thee, | warrant, | 

Dorc. So, ſo, our phyſician, I find, has brought 
about fine matters.—And is it not owing to me, 
firrah, that you have been a phyſician at all? 

Sir Faſp. May 1 beg to know whether you are a 
phyſician or nut—or what the devil you are? 

Greg. I think, Sir, after the miraculous cure you 
have feen me perform, you hre no reaſon to aſk, 
whether Jam a phyſician or no—And for you, wife, 
I'll heacef.rth have you behave with all deference 
to my greatneſs, 

Derc. Why, thou puft'd-up fool, J could have 
made as good a phyſician myſelf; the cure was ow- 
ing to the apothecary, not the doctor. 


AIR IX. 

When tender young virgins look pale and complain, 
You may ſend for a dozen great decters in vain; 
All give their opinion, and pocket their fees; 
Each writes her a cure, tho' all miſs ber diſeaſe; 

Powders, drops, 

Julepe, flops, ; : 
A cargo of poiſon from phyſical ſhops. | 
Tho" they phyſic to death the unbappy poor maid, 
What's that to the dafter———ſince be muſt be paid? 
Weuld you knew bie you may manage her right? 
Our * bas brought you a neſtrum to-night: 
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